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DREAMING.

Sweet memories of the long Ago
Steal o'er me like a magic spell;

They check my spirit's gladsome flow.
And yet. I love them, ah ! so well;

2 live again those bygone years
Tfhich bow lie sleeping In the tomb,

Xach in its shroud of smiles and tears.
Of brightest light and deepest gloom,

J love to dream of that far-of- f time.
When all the links in friendship's chain

Tf ere true and strong, and in their prime.
Where naught but fragments now remain;

Tor many links long since have perished.
Some lost, some scattered, some remain.

While few have tarnished which we cherished.
In friendship's magic golden chain.

I love the past, though fraught with pain.
As well as Joy, and hopes ed fears.

Yet, I would not bring back aain
Those precious, cherished, bygone years;

Vor sorrows past possess a charm.
And pleasures double seem to be.

And even fears bring no alarm
When floating buck through memory.

Then let me dream fond dreams of yore.
Of years which can not some again,

Of joys and griefs to come no more.
Of broken links in friendship's chain;

All blend in one harmonious strain.
Which echoes through my inmost heart,

It brings a kind of blissful pain,
I would 'twould never more depart.
Evangeline B. BlancharJ, in 7roy Telegram.

BAR HARBOR.
A Wild, Weird Tale of Love

and Adventure.

.2OS LEE ,

PcBLisnm bt Special Arraxgemext with
the Author.

CopyrigMed JSS7. ly O. TP. Dillingham All
Right Heterced.

"CHAPTER XXI. Continued.
The despicable meanness ot his low trick-

ery, treachery, deceit and villainy appeared
in bo violent a contrast with the nobleness,
simplicity and purity of this guileless
creature that his now thoroughly awakened
sense of honor positively forbade his taking
advantage- of the opportunity fortune had
flung at his feet.

As to Fairfax, so to Natalie, with the
revelation of her love, had come an accom-
panying revela, ion but of a
character.

When she pushed aside the curtain, she
paused, not only because surprised at the
eudden transformation in her friend; but
becauso his bent head, worried and woefully
sad face and his figure, with the hands
clasped behind the back, reminded her
forcibly of some event or person that she
felt convinced had entered into some of her
recent experiences.

She had no time to remember what or who
it was ; for her interest and distress as to
Fairfax'3 sorrowful demeanor drove all
other thoughts from her mind. When, how-
ever, ho glanced upnd that great wave of
color had crossed his face, the resemblance
oain struck her so forcibly that she put
her hand to her forehead with the words :

" Did I dream itl Where have I seen him
before? Surely, I have seen ah, I remem-
ber, now The old chateau, the Marchioness
and the ball that evening."

Liko a flash, the scene appeared before
her, with the clearness of inspiration. Again
she saw Lj-di- a at the foot of the 6tair-cas-

the young American standing dejectedly be-
side her, his head bent down, listening to
her conversation; again she saw his look of
surpriso and flush of embarrassment, when
he caught sight of her, as she came slowly
down the steps with the old Marquis.

A horrible suspicion arose in her mind.
Could this apparently innocent, noble-hearte- d

fellow (whom, for the first time, she now
realized she loved) have been playing fast
and loose with her? Acting the role of a
hypocrite? It could not, mu.it not be true.
Yet, sick at heart, faint under the burden
of the suspicion, she stepped forward, with
the eagerness of despair that knows the
hour of doom is at hand, but seeks to flatter
itself into a belief to the contrary. Clasp-
ing her hands and gazing earnestly into his
face, sho exclaimed :

"You are not Mons. Fairfax whom I saw
at the ball that evening? Oh I say that you
are not the man who has done this. Tell
me that you are what I believed you hon-orabl-o,

true I"
Fairfax slowly lifted up his head. All the

light was gono out of his eyes ; shame and
had taken its place. Quietly

he replied :

"I can not lie to you."
Sho sank back into a chair and put her

hands before her face to conceal her tears
and look of bitter disappointment and re-
proach; and with .such ineffable sadness
that Fairfax was completely overwhelmed
with remorse. Sho said, between the sobs
that she bravely tried to stifle :

"And I trusted you so!"
Suddenly sho arose, flung aside her tears

and disappointment and stood erect;
haughty, cold and commanding. Any other
but Fairfax would have flinched under the
keen, contemptuous gaze.

"This must ceaso!" and, as she spoke,
the words fell in hard, unnatural metallic
tones.

Her cheeks Gushed with indignation, her
lip curled in scorn and command, her eyes
gleamed with fire, and she looked every
inch the child of a royal race.

Fairfax forgot every thing totally, and
gazed in wrapt ad&dration at this glorious
being.

"This must cease ! You stand confessed
that you are the man through whoso arts I
am here. I command you to release and re-
turn me"

"What!" she continued, as Fairfax stood
su?ntiy devouring her as it were, with his
eyes, refuse to heed? Know you not
that the word of the Princess Radzi will, even
with her peers, is law; and do you, an infe-
rior, dare to hold her prisoner? Go!" she
said, imperiously, her face now pallid with
tha strong emotion that rent her. "Go!

you will provide a way for my
return."

Fairfax, regaining his composure, with a
cdolness, dispassionateness and gentleman-
ly courtesy, by which even Natalie could not
help being affected, replied in those slow,
calculating, colorless, measured tones that
he could adopt at will:

"The Princess Natalio forgets that she is
entirely in my control; that she has given
me her written promise even to meditate no
escape, while freedom is allowed her. I do
not deny that I abducted you ; stole you fromvnnp rumo- - that. T imrwvilw? 1 : fr.
Ufa, your happiness, my own happiness and
that of your family; that 1 risked all; threw
every thing into he balance, including my
own moral perceptions of right and wrong,
xay training as the son of a Christian gen-
tleman, overbore my conscientious scruples

all to succeed ia my plans. That I love
you, you know. But that I have loved you
over since that blessed hour when I first
beheld you at the wayside pool in Brittany,

yon do not know. It was I who found and
returned your loBt knife. I, too, am the
guilty author and executor of the abduc-
tion. You know how well I have succeeded.
Can you deny that you feel an interest in
me ? "Will you say that I am nothing to you ?

I have never loved you more than I do now.
I have never felt your worthiness and my
own nnworthiness, villainy and hypocrisy
more than I do now my wickedness in im-

posing upon the confidence and innocence of
one so far above mo in purity and nobleness
of life. You know what I am. I make no
excuse, no apology. My offense is too gross
even to allow of an apology. All I say is :

I loved you and knew well that no plebeian
could dream of winning your affections;
much less, your hand. On , the eve of my
departure to America, this plan suggested
itself to me, hung about me like a night-
mare, until, unable to rid myself of it, I
yielded, with this result."

"But," continued he, "you, yourself, must
acknowledge that you have been treated
kindly ; that your time has passed pleasant-
ly and that vou never were happier. How-
ever, I am no cruel jailer and will prove my
love by giving up all my hopes forever
6ince that is your wish. you
shall go. You may blame me, but never as
severely as I shall myself. I leave you and
shall trouble you no more."

So saying, before she could prevent him,
he quickly took her hand in his and.bending
forward, touched it lightly to his lips.

Slight as it was, the act sent the blood
tingling through Natalie's veins. No man
had ever taken, or ever dared to take,
even that respectful and gallant liberty
with her person.

"While Fairfax had been talking with her,
his face lost its expression of shame and,
gradually, assumed a look of dignity with
which was intermingled that refined, sor-
rowful look that had attracted her atten-
tion, when she first saw him a weary, yet
calm resignation to fate ; a sublime endur-
ance. His frankness and every thing about
him was, for the nonce, at least, all spon-
taneity itself, and, therefore doubly effect-
ive.

The girl could not but listen and look. As
he proceeded, her anger began to grow cool
and her hasty resolves to melt. She felt,
welling up in her breast, the strong love for
this man that, unknown to herself, had
been silently but rapidly growing up within
her.

When ho released her hand, and with a
low bow and barely audible, "Addio!"
walked away, she would have been weak
enough to run after him or to call him back,
had not a sharp ring from tho door-be- ll pre-
vented her putting the wish into execution.
Speedily retreating up the stairway, she
told Blanche to say to the visitor that Miss
Rochefort was unwell and begged to be ex-

cused.

CHAPTER XXH.
TT I FIJD HJM WHAT?

Several days before the occurrence of the
incidents set forth in the foregoing chapters,
there had arrived at the village of Bar Har-
bor a noto that awakened no little interest
in the family of the Gulnares, dwellers at
the lovely mansion of "Desert Rock." A
card, bearing tho address, "Windsor Hotel,
N. Y.," accompanied the letter that read as
follows :

"Dear D. : I have just learned of the sudden-

ly-planned departure for America of a
very dear friend. As we are great chums,
and I know something of the loneliness of a
young girl in a strange land, I have given
her several letters of introduction to old-ti-

friends who knew me as plain Miss
Jerome. May I count upon you, too, to
show her some attention. She is one of my
most admired and dearest friends. I don't
think you will consider me going too far
when I add, she must, therefore, be very
lovely and attractive."

The note was from the wife of a well-know- n

English peer.
Upon arriving in New York, Lydia mailed

this letter with several others of similar
character. It was reforwarded to Bar Har-
bor and one result of its receipt was the
sudden departure of young Mr. and Miss
Gulnare for New York city with the pur-
pose of pursua-Jin- g Lady Lydia Broad acres
to spend with ihem the remaining weeks of
their sojourn at Desert Rock.

Having once entered upon her mission,
Lydia was resolved upon carrying it
through to the end. Natalie must be found,
or her own suspicions forever laid at rest.
She decided upon paying a brief visit to a
certain remote village, best made known
by a sentence copied from a previously-mentione- d

note of Mr. Richard Oxford's:
"I shall often think of him, far away in

that quiet little village of Drifton in Penn-
sylvania."

Informing her aunt that she had heard a
great deal about the coal mines and the
unique scenery of the mining district of
Pennsylvania, sho declared her intention of
immediately inspecting the retrion around
about Hazleton, in Luzerne County.

Under assumed names, they registered at
a little hotel in the village of Upper Lehigh,
within two miles of Drifton, in Pennsyl-
vania.

Prof. John Fairfax, a dignified, gray-haire- d

old gentleman, was in charge of a fe-
male seminary in the town. He was well-to-d- o

only in the size of his family, consisting
of several daughters and two sons, Arthur
and Dana Fairfax.

Mr. Arthur Fairfax was absent no one
knew where. Still this fact, although not all
reassuring, was by no means conclusive
proof of his guilt. So 4 'my Lady Lydia" re-
solved to profit by his absence.

Ere her departure she had learned much
about the town, more about the Fairfaxes,
and, most of all, about Mr. Arthur Fairfax.
Sho heard, too, the history of his disappoint-
ments and his present unhappy state of in-

decision. But, the more she learned about
him and the more she saw of his father's
family, the more she began to think that it
wa3 impossible that he should bo any thing
else but innocent.

Lydia was what might be called a prac-
tical dreamer; and, to be candid, many of
her musings latterly were chiefly ukxm one
subject, and much in the following extra-
ordinary vein :

Her estates were large; her tenants man
ifold. They, of course, would vote for the
man of her choice, should he offer himself
as a Parliamentary candidate. How much
better would be her life could she marry a
man whom she might thus help. How much
happier than if mated with some row, her
equal in wealth and station, perhaps, but
tired of life and in blase; whom was no am-
bition and no apparent interest in the world
at large.

These, and thoughts like these, constant-
ly floated through her mind. Can she be
blamed if they were in connection with but
one man?

Her very mission, together with the ex-
tremely satisfactory results ot her investi-
gations as to Fairfax's character and ante-
cedents were such as could scarcely fail to
interest the coldest and most fastidious
woman. Lydia found her interest growing
so warm that she, at last, allowed herself
to come to a definitely-shape- d resolve, al-
though somewhat staggered at first, by the
very boldness and unwomanly nature of
the latter. In character it was somewhat
as follows :

"When she should eventually find this man,
Fairfax, he and fate 'together with a little
assistance from me," so she naively told
herself -- must once and for all "dockle this
matter," as she was pleased to call it.

But deep down in her heart was the con

viction never uttered, yet that
for what she gave she must receive genuine
coin in return.

Let the reader panse a moment before
uttering his hastily-forme- d opinion as to the
somewhat remarkable course adopted by
this equally remarkable young woman, and
allow the writer to repeat certain facts al-
ready given.

She had always been accustomed to hav-
ing her own way. She had lived long
enough in her own country to realize the
false and mercenary spirit of most of 'lie
men whose rank would allow them to aspire
to her hand. Something in her heart told
her that when she esteemed this Fairfax,
she was esteeming a genuine man. But her
very rank and wealth, she thought, would

BBGGIKO HSR TO PBOCE&Dw

be apt to hold him aloof, even if he were to
fall in love with her; perhaps most impo-
rtanttheir respective homes were in widely
different continents and events might never
again throw them into each other's way. -

Thus reasoned Madamoiselle Lydia, and
if she reasoned oddly and somewhat dif-
ferently from the conventional ways of
precise society, sho, at least, reasoned cor-
rectly and naturally, and followed not
form, but her own heart. As Emerson has
it, she had written 44 on the lintels of her
door-pO- b 'Whim.' "

But where was this Fairfax to be found!
His own family did not know. Sho was at
her wit's end to discover some means to
learn his whereabouts and to meet him, so
that the meeting might appear accidental.
Fortune helped her, as it always helps
those who help themselves.

Ere leaving the village she n.ade a part-
ing call on the Fairfaxes. The family was
in great joy. A letter had just that mo-

ment been received from the missing son.
Mrs. Fairfax was reading it aloud, and her
caller, taking kindly interest and begging
her to proceed, she continued:

"It seems Arthur is at Mt. Desert, on a
little business affair,' he writes, 'that may
keep me here some time. By the way, I am
know here as Arnold Fox. Address my let-
ters accordingly, and' " here he had
heavily underscored the line " 'please, on
no account, let any one know of my where-
abouts or nom de plume.' Oh! Miss Carns-ford- "

for such v.Ta3 the name by which
Lydia was known to her "you will excuse
us, then, for requesting silenco upon that
point that we have unwittingly divulged to
you."

Of course Lydia smiled, and promised.
She then returned to New York, endeav-

oring throughout the journey to solve the
problem as to lit. Desert how to get there,
and what the excuse for going.

At the "Windsor Hotel she found the
cards of many callers a inone wbots had
been the GulnareB, who left a note asking
her to return with them to Bar Harbor,
where they proposed spending October.

She was overjoyed at this simple solution
of her problem. Of course she would go
with them.

"Wherever the party went, the observed
of all observers, it is quite needless to say,
was the young Englishwoman. The tall,
finely proportioned figure, that clear, white,
brilliant complexion, those wonderful blue
eyes, and her very manner and carriage
never failed to attract a second glance
toward her.

On the afternoon of a lovely, calm day
they arrived at Mt. Desert ferry. In the
sunset glow the hills of the island loomed
high, and the waters of Frenchman's bay,
smooth as a mirror, gleamed like burnished
gold. Tho week was the first of October,
and the air was cool, but not unpleasantly
so. The thin smoke, rising from the chim-
neys of tho farm-hous- ; the clear water,
surging against the rock-ribbe- d coast; the
far-o- ff tinkle of the herd bells, ringing
among the pastures and woods ; the sharp
contrast of light and shade ; the gun of the
hunter, breaking the stillness of the air, as
it frightened the sea birds from their haunt
along the shore ; the fishing boats, dropping
oni by one into the harbor, and the groat
white steamer lying moored at her dock, all
made a picture that indellibly impressed
itself upon the mind of Lydia.

Elegant cottages dotted the shores. The
Gulnare3 called Lydia's attention to several
of the niore noted of them. Having viewed
those on the "bay shore" and in the village,
they next turned their gaze to the "ocean
shore." After iwinting out several, and
among them Eld-Fiel- d and Glen Gore, Miss
Gulnare remarked in connection with the
two latter :

" By the way, both of these cottages were
taken about the beginning of September by
two delightfully mysterious characters. At
Eld-Fiel- d is a sort of recluso in the shape of
a young woman, whose name is said to be
Mi3s Rochefort. Be that as it may, she re-

fuses to receive visitors. A Miss Strong
the aunt of Mr. Arnold Fox, the other mys-
terious character, who is at Glen Gore to-

gether with Mr. Fox himself, aro about the
only callers ever successful in getting an
interview with her. She frequently goes
out riding. I have often caught a fleeting
glimpse of her as She dashes by on her black
horse. She is certainly the most stunningly
beautiful brunette I have ever seen. Some
gentleman I see by the papers says she
bears a remarkably close resemblance to
the Princess Natalie Radzi will."

"Ah, indeed," xeplied Lydia, with marvel-
lous self-contr- "Quite a curious pair
they must be, these visitors at your resort.
I hope I shall have a look at them."

"Can you tell me," said she, coolly chang-
ing the conversation, "what i3 that enor-
mous building in the village?"

She bad thus accidentally learned what
she wished all she wished. Outwardly,
she was calm and cold, talking with patron-
izing society commendation of this, that and
the other point of beauty. But her brain
was in a tumult. The worst, and far more
than the worst, was realized. Her present-
iment was true.

Upon two things she was resolved. Fair-
fax must be seen. Natalie, too, must be
visited.

Ah! but he was clever, that Fairfax!
How he had deceived her in all, except the
tell-tal-e blush! How cunningly had he act-
ed! How skillfully managed his plans!
How completely thrown every one off the
track!

"What did she want nowf Was it re-
venge! Ah! Mr. Arthur Fairfax, here
you are, snugly ensconced in an out of the
way place, congratulating yourself upon
th fact that vou are hidden safely, yhere

none may find you! But I am herei 1,
Lydia, who nerer fail to carry out my will!

For the space of a day or two. after nor
arrival, Lydia went through with the usual
doings of strangers at Bar Harbor.

Of coarse, she and her aunt traveled with
a courier. This man had not been idle, dur-
ing his short stay. According to Lydia's
instructions, he had managed to secure a
glimpse of both Miss Rochefort and Mr.
Fox. The former he instantly recognized
as the Princess Natalie ; the latter as the
gentleman he had frequently seen with
Mr. Dick Oxford in the little Brittany vil-
lage.

He conveyed the result of his investiga-
tions to Lydia, who now became assured
that sho was not about to attack the wrong
persons.

Her mind was resolved and, the next
morning, she informed Miss Gulnare of this
resolution. She proposed "bearding the
Bon in his den in other words, calling
upon Miss Rochefort and, if Miss Gulnare
would be kind enough to lend her a village
cart for tho occasion, it would constitute
her complete equipment for the onslaught."

Of course, Miss Gulnare would only be
too glad to lend her the vehicle, but would
not Lady Lydia prefer going in tho ba-
rouche!

No, she wished to go quietly and alone in
the village-car- t. So, off she started, the
daring Lady Lydia, that closely-sh- mouth
and flashing eye plainly showing that she
meant "business."

The fates often guide us directly into luck
and cause us to profit by our very blunders.

Glen Gore where Lydia intended first
calling and Eld-Fial- d were adjoining, and
she made the very common mistake of tak-
ing the one for the other. She entered into
the grounds of the latter just at the denoue-
ment of the scene between Natalie and Fair-
fax.

"When she drove up before the door the gar-
dener was taking up some of the summer
plants, near by. She asked him to ring the
bell. He did so, and thereby altered the
fate ot Fairfax. He had recalled Natalie to
her senses, and sent her flying to
her room, while he had also precluded any
turning bok upon the part of Fairfax.

CHAPTER XXm.
WITH AUL FTS FAULTS, I LOVK HIM STXLL.
Lydia set iii her village-car- t, cvoL calm

and collected, tvith the reins in oce band
and the whip in the other, the ideal picture
of a woman who lias the entire advantage
on her side and feels it, too.

The door opened. A man, with bowed
head and han-i- folded behind him, came
out.

The gardener still stood by the door. The
gentleman did not seem to notice him.
Even the imperturbable Lydia could not re-
frain from starting as Bhe saw the new-
comer. The Fairfax whom she remembered
wore a full beard and mustache. This
mau's face was as smooth as a boy's. If he
were Arthur Fairfax, his entire expression
had changed. His dearest friend would
never have known him. No wonder Lydia
was doubtful.

She looked again. She could not be mis.
1

HE LOOKED AGAIN.

taken. There was that unmistakeable fore-
head ; that same scowl of sad thought.

As he stepped down from the porch, a
voice, clear-cu- t, hard, metallic aa his own,
when he chose it to be so, fell ujxu his ear.

"Mr. Fairfax, I believe?"
The man looked up, startled.
Not ten feet from him sat Lydia, a look of

keen, cool triumph on her fact Lydia
whom ho had completely forgotten, or sup-
posed two thousand miles away !

"Great Heavens ! Lady Lydia, you here I

"What do you want of me?"
fTO BR CONTINUED. 1

THE AGE OF TREES.
A New York Forester's Talk on an Inter

ruling Subject.
"A fine tre.-- that?"
"Yes, but it is rather young."
"Rather young? "Why, it is over three

hundred years old."
"That may be," returned the second

speaker, who combines with his profession
of architecture a profound knowledge ol
forestry, "but that is not very old for a
tree."

"Perhaps 'not for Europe or Asia, but
recollect this is a new country," observed
the reporter, who had accompanied him to
Central Park, where a handsome oak tree
attracted their attention.!

"How old do you think that obelisk is!"
inquired the architect.

"A little over three thousand years."
"Well, what would you say if I told you

that in one of the younger States of tho
Union I had sat under a tree that was full
grown and vigorous when the Egyptians
were toiling on that shaft?"

"I presume I should have to believe you."
"As you please about that. But 1 have

chipped bark off a pine tree in Calaveras
County, CaL. that spread shade over many
square feet of ground before those pothooks
were carved on the side of that column.
This tree that I speak of is supposed to be
the oldest tree in the world. Its age is esti-
mated at three thousand five hundred years.
The climate of tVe Pacific slope seems to be
wonderfully preservative for trees of its
kind."

"Could a tree ever live that long in this
climate t"

"I doubt it. No tree certainly ever has.
But when you speak of this being .a new
country, bear in mind that all countries
were made about the same time and that
trees were not made by men." X Y. Mail
aud hxprts.

Se-m- Still Larger.
" So you are home from New York?"
"Yes."
"Been there often!"

- "This was the teeth time."
"Did the city look as large as when yon

first went there!"
"Much larger."
"It did? That's just the opposite of my ex-

perience. After the third or fourth time I
was not at all impressed with its size."

4Well, I stood on Broadway at Canal
street and looked around me, and it seemed
to me that I never could get ontof the city."

"Shoo! That was a queer impression."
"Well, I dunno. I just had my pocket

picked of my last dollar. Didn't know r
soul to borrow from, and the hotel clerk
was making out my three day's bilL Yef
the city seemed to be forty miles across t
me. Detroit f'rt I'ms,

FARM AND HOUSEHOLD.

Scalloped Codfish. Mix togethe?
two teacups of mashed potatoes, 1 1 tea-
cups of cold boiled codfish, 2 teacups
of milk, one half egj and one quarter
of & teacup of butter, bake a light
brown.

A good way to warm over cold
boiled potatoes is to chop them not
too fine heat some butter in a frying-pa-n

and put the potatoes in. Just a
few minutes before taking them from
the fire stir in some well-beat-en eggs.
Serve hot

You can make crapo look almost
new by holding it smoothly over a
basin of boiling water. Move it about
until every p:irt is steamed. Fold it
tip while damp, very evenly, and lay
betweeu newspapers, under a heavy
pressure for a couple of days.

Pitchers of milk should never be
allowed to stand around after they are
taken from the table, unless placed at
once in a refrigerator containing only
milk or cream and sweet butter. Rau-ci- d

butter will communicate its odor
and flavor to milk and cream.

If a bushel of old corn returns
you about forty-nin- e pounds of meal
at ono trip and forty-seve- n at another,
don't jump to the conclusion that tho
miller has taken too much toll. Com
that is new 'will waste by evaporation
nearly two pounds to the bushel more '

than corn that is old and well dried.
Orange County Farmer. j

Sweet Potato Fluff! Boil until
tender six medium-size- d potatoes.
When done, remove the skins and press
the potatoes through a colander. Add
a gill of hot cream, a tablespoonf ul of
salt and a little white pepper. Beat
until very light, and then stir in care-
fully the well-beat- whites of three
eggs. Heap in a baking dish, brown
and serve.

Cream Cake. One cup of butter,
two cups of sugar, whites of two eggs,
three and a half cups of flour, one cup
of sweet milk, one teaspoonful of
sotla, one teaspoonful of cream of tar-
tar. For the cream: One pint of
sweet milk, sweetened to tuste, yelks
of three eggs, thicken with flour to the
consistency of custard, flavor with
lemon, aiiis amount mates iwogoou-size- d

cakes.
Where ducks and geese are sent to

market requiring them drawn they
j

may uu scaiueu, wieu wrap mem in a
cloth for two minutes, when the feath-
ers aud down will come off clean.
Very early in the season small chicks
sell rapidl' because of the scarcity of
larger sizes, but the usually preferred
weight is from one to one and a half j

pounds, but later on those of two i

pounds are preferred. In winter all
stock can be shipped better and more
economically when killed and dressed,
but in summer the best mode is to ship
poultry alive.

CARE OF FARM TEAMS.
Ten Hoars' Labor a Fair Day's Work for

Man or llrait,
My theory ia that a horse, like a man.

is not injured by reasonable labor;
that he should perform that labor
when the business of the farm demands
it, and, lastly, that tho comfort of the
family shall not be sacrificed to pam-
per any animal on the premises. So
much for theory; now for practice.

I believe that ten hours of labor in
the field are enough for men or horses,
and even in harvest I and my men j

leave the field at six. A five o'clock
supper and a rush of work in the "cool
of the day" will do more to break
down men and teams than any other
practice of the farm.

During the working season I feed
from four to six quarts of oats, accord-
ing to the size of the horse, and the
best hny I have all. lie wants, if he in
not a glutton. I aim to keep him in
good flesh, but not fat.

Here is a programme of a day in
summer : Fed at 5:15 a. m. with oats
and hay; then groomed. Leave for
the field at 0:30, receiving water, of
course. Leave the field at 11:30; al-

lowed some drink and, if warm, the
harness is removed and the necks are
washed. The horses are then fed a
small allowance of hay, and after our
own dinner, or about 12:30, they have
their oats. The teams leave for the
field at one, receiving water if desired,
and remain till six. On coming acain
to the barn, the same care is given
as at noon, the grain being fed after
our own supper, when they are rubbed
0 IT and left for the night. The morn-
ing, noon and night feeds of hay are
in about the .'oportion of two, one
ami three respectively, and it is
intended that each shall be eaten clean.

It will be seen that I keep a horse
for his work, and work means with me
ten hours of la!or. I never hurry or
worry, nor do I allow long stops. If
the weather is oppvessive. or tho work
very severe, I give rests short and fre-
quent, taking care to raise the collars
from the necks. The article I criticised
said a horse should work from sunrise
till noon; then no more till after four
o'clock, evidently seeking the "cool of
the day." Thus wc lose the animals'
labor in the most valuable part of the
day; besides the forenoon is too longt
and few horses could endure the work.
As I work teams, the horss endure the
afternoon fully as well as the forenoon.

I will say, in defense of my system,
that it does not subject a horse to great
physical strain; nor is there the conse-
quent danger arising from overfeeding.
1 never lost a horse, and mine are never
sick. Often in winter, with little work,
I change the diet to corn with corn
fodder or oat straw. In brief, I aim
to treat my horses well, give cucm all
they need to cat, comfortable quarters
and good care; but I do not conduct
the farm for their benefit, nor dedicate
our lives to their pampering. j?, Ikt
Venport, in Rural Xeto Yorker.

'JACOBS jnr
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TRADE O mar

LUMBAGO.
Carriage. "Why so many deviate from a

graceful carriage may be accounted for in aimany ways as there are misshapen beings.
MUSCULAR WEAKNESS.

Lame Back. The spinal column is the main-
stay of the body, which stiffens up tt
straight man or woman, and nature has
provided muscular supports to hold it erect,

TWISTED OUT Or SHAPK.
D I Si 0 rt 0 n S. Men, and women recklessly

twist themselves out of shape, and the re-

sult is the few standing straight aud the
many bending down.

SYMPTOMS.
Pains. Those which afflict the back ar th

most insidious or subtile. They come at
times without warning; we rise from a sit-
ting posture to lind the back so crippled or
strained as to cause acute suffering.

TREATMENT.
Core. Rub the parts afflicted freely with

St. Jacobs Oil ; rub hard and vigorously,
producing warmth, and if the pain is slow
in vielding, wrap the parts in nanuel steeped
in hot water and wrung out.

Sold by Druggist and Dealer Everywhere..

THE CHARLES a. VOGELER CO.. Baltimore. Md.

18 YEAR AGO. .

For IS years I have intended writing you
I got my back hurt when about 10 yean
old. When about 20 I took severs cold in
my back, so that for 10 or 12 years I suffered
death twice over, after almost giving up 1
was induced to try Merrell's Penetrating
Oil. My wife applied it to my back freely
and halt a bottle cured me, and now IS
years have passed and my back still re-
mains good. I have recommended Mer-
rell's Penetrating Oil to all like sufferers
since- - As long as I live I cannot say
enough for it. Fklix Miller,
To Merchant, Ilico, Ark.

J. S. MrBKKix DaVQ Co., St. Louis, Mo.

IT IS A PURELY VEGETABLE PRtmftAIIOM
PMMW .ell EAKK "5tMFtf

mi prickij "pricxlyash e?--T

SENNA - MAN DRAKE-BUCH- U

ano other cuAuy crnciEMT remeoicsm It hat stood the Test of Tears.
in Coring all Diseases of the

EL00D. LIVES, 8T0M- -
ACH. KIDNZYS.BOW- -
ELS.&i. It Purifies theJmm Blood, Invigorates and
Cleanses tne ay stem.

BITTERS 1 I)TSPEPS1A,C0K8TI
CURES PATIOW. JAUNDICE.

A11DISEASES OFTHE SICKHEADACHE.BI1-1- 0

LIVER US COXrLAlKIS.&c
disappear at once under

(KIDNEYS its beneficial influence
STOMACH Ills purely a Keiiclne

AND as its c&tnaruo proper
ties forbids Its use as aBOWELSJ beverage. It is pleat-aatt- o

the taste, and at
easily taken by child
ren ai adults.

DRUGGISTS
PRICKLY ASH BITTERS CO

jjpRlCElDOlLAR Bol Proprlatonw
BtXocu and Kamsas Cxtt

You will save CATARRH

Pain,
Time,

fffiS3S8&
TroubIef

ixd will cvnm

CATARRH
BT USING

ELY'S
CREAM BALM. HAY-FEVE- R

A particle 1 applied Into each nostril and it arreeablo.
Price 50 rrnt at druirtfl.L; L.T mail, rrirliteretl, M Cta.
tXY BHOTUEK8. 2 Greenwich St., New York.

FOR AT.T. DISORDERS OF 7HE

Stomach, Liver
and Bowels

LIVER
PILLS

eirjRxcmLrsr vegetable.
CrBI COS 8TTPATIOW. INDIG E0TIOJC , DTtPEPIU.

PH.KS. Sick Headache. Liver Cumplaiktb, Iim
df Appetite, Biliousness. Nervocbvess. Jaim.
Mrs. Etc. PRICE, 4 eentn.
PACIFIC MAKUF ACTCRlitB CO.. ST. IQ'DS. HP.

BILIOUS

THE GREAT ENGLISH REMEDY
Tor Liver, Bile. IndifTMtlon. etc. Free from Hercnrji
contains only rure Vegetable Ingredient. Agent
MEVK BltOS. Ai CO-- f . Lot IS. MD- -

TO THE LADIES!
no THE lAMOkAl. EDICAL PISmftMMl CVEPAJTl.
Wl wUh to call the attention of rwrry married lad?

In the land t the new and uccesf ul treatment of lr.
Eprarue for Wmu. We denire the cooperation of

ery married ladr. Send for our circular, aa It cot
bat a pontal card to obtain it. and from It learn aomo.
thing reliable. NATIONAL MKVICAI- - UIMPK.N
UUCMraKV,ll lerhra M Chiea. Uii

Mexican
Cdusfang

liniment
OTJZUSO

Sdatfel,' Eer Etches, Contracted
lumbago, Sprain Uucl
Hasumatics Strains, Eruptions, .
Sara) Stitches, Hoof AH
Scald, etiffJoints, Serev
Etiags, Backacha, Worn,
Bites, Galls, Swinneji
Bruises Sores, SateLGa2a
B anions, Sparia Bilei.
Coras Cracks. CakeBreasts

For f.!AN or 0EA8T, Rub.it In
VIGOROUSLY ! ! -


